VARIOUS POEMS                             Z

My lost delights, now ckan from sight of land,
Have left me all alone in unknown ways,
My mind to woe, my life in Fortune's hand:
Of all which past, the sorrow only stays.

As in a country strange without companion,

I only wail the wrong of death's delays,

Whose sweet spring spent, whose summer well nigh done;

Of all which past, the sorrow only stays:

Whom care forewarns, ere age and winter cold,
To haste me hence to find my fortune's fold.

The Advice

MANY desire, but few or none deserve,
To win the fort of thy most constant will:
Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve
But unto him that will defend thee still.
For this be sure, the fort of fame once won,
Farewell the rest, thy happy days are done I

Many desire, but few or none deserve,
To pluck the flowers, and let the leaves to fall:
Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve
But unto him that will take leaves and all.
For this be sure, the flower once pluckt away,
Farewell the rest, thy happy days decay I

Many desire, but few or none deserve,
To cut the corn, not subject to the sickle:
Therefore take heed, let fancy never swerve.
But constant stand, for mowers* minds are fickle.
For this be sure, the crop being once obtain'd,
Farewell the test, the soU will be disdain'd.

False Lave

FAREWELL, false Love, the oracle of lies!
A mortal foe and enemy to rest,
An envious boy, from whom all cares arise,
A bastard vile, a beast with rage possest,
A way of error, a temple full of treason,
In all effects contrary unto reason: